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ON THE BIRTH-DAY OF MY SON. 
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Vear is fled - again the ſun 


Its annual courſe begins to run, 
Thanks be to Iſeav'n for bleſſings paſt; 
O'er all its works its mercies laſt. 

This is thy natal day, my boy, 
Advance ye future hours with joy ; 
And gentle on thy roſy wing, 

Health and peace and plenty bring. 

A 


With 


; 2. be POE M . 


With, dimpled ſmiles and ſparkling eyes, 
| To hail the morn awake, ariſe, 
The ſun aſcends with ſtreaming ray, 


Nature revives her vows to pay. 
With incenſe due her altars riſe, 
And choral anthems reach the ſkies 8 
| A morn of life ſerene be thine ; 
On him, ye heavens, propitious ſhine; 
A And thou whoſe wide eternal ſway, 
| Heay' n, earth, ſea, winds, and ous obey. 
| Great God of light, Oh hear us now, . 
| O'er his young mind thy favours ſhow; 
Defend it in the blooming hour, 
We dedicate to thee the flow'r, 
Ye pow'rs unſeen, that walk the ground, 
Or wave with wings the air around, 
Celeſtial viſitants to man, 
Charg d to watch o'er life's varied plan, 
Direct his feet—daſh wide each ill, 


His heart with pureſt rapture fill, 1 
: F His 
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His hands and eyes to heav'n upraiſe, 
And tune his voice to ſound its praiſe. 
O univerſal mind, look down; 
Our days with love harmonic crown; 
Fountain, from whence all knowledge flows, 
Teach me all a father owes; 
And fit us while we ſojourn here, 


To ſerve thee in a nobler ſphere. 
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ACRED to grief, and thee, fair flow'r, 
Nipp'd in the bloom, I count each hour. 

I'll ſteal unſeen, indulge my ſighs, | 
Where coffin'd my dear treaſure lies. 
Vain world, farewell! I'll ſtand alone, 
| And think, and weep myſelf to tone. 
How pale, how cold, death-ſeal'd he lies ! 
Faded his cheeks, and clos'd his eyes. 


Ne'er more muſt I my boy enfold ? 
Ne'er more his buſy hand behold ? 
His ſlumbers watch, his footſteps hear, 
Or voice, like muſic, to my ear? 
Ne'er more my honour, joy, and pride, 
Hang on my knee, or grace my ſide ? 
Is it thy wretched father's doom, 
So early, boy, to build thy tomb? 


Oh, 
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Oh, could one grave our aſhes keep ! 
When filent with thee ſhall I ſleep? 
Sleep, did I ſay ?—when wake, when riſe? 
When ſhall I meet thee in the ſkies? 

Thus ſpoke I, wrapp'd in ſorrows gloom, 
And wild, thro' darkneſs, lov'd to roam; 
O'er vaults and graves I ſeem'd to tread, 
The living pity'd, prais'd the dead. 

Life's filver cords were rent in twain, 
Stabb'd was my heart, and craz'd my brain: 
'Twas anarchy and diſcord all ; 
For death; for mercy, did I call. 
When on me light began to ſtream, 
I look'd, and on a ſunny beam 
Saw ghding a celeſtial form, 
That thus appeas'd the raging ſtorm. 

« Mortal! attend—From heaven I came ; 
Religion is my honour'd name. | 
Thy tears were juſt ;—a father's heart, 


From a dear child, muſt bleed to part, | : 
| ut 
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But weep no more: He's bleſs'd above: 
He dnells with God, the God of love. 
Triumphant over ſin and death, 
I ſaw a Seraph catch his breath : 
Freed from earth's fetters, heav'nward bent, 
O'er ſeas of liquid pearl they went : 
I ſaw them mount in rapture high ; 
They ſpurn'd the duſt, and gain'd the ſky : 
And thus th' angelic choir addreſs'd, 
(I heard them well) the blooming gueſt: 

" Welcome from ſorrow, pain, and ſtrife ; 
Welcome from all the ſtorms of life : | \3 


Pleaſures here reign without alloy ; ; 
Theſe are the only realms of joy. 
A Vol fills his little hand; 

Ten thouſand Seraphs round him ſtand : 
Enthron'd he tunes hear n' 8 anthem now ; ; 
A crown immortal decks his brow, 
Think not his filial love decay d, 
Oft i in an airy car convey d, 
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The gentle ſpirit may deſcend, 
And, though unſeen, thy ſteps attend; 
Prompt ſacred thoughts; with his own fire 
Inflame thy heart, thy lips inſpire : 
When warring paſſions in thee roll, 
His golden harp may tune thy ſoul: 
Thy humble praiſe, and ardent pray'r, 
To heav'n his roſy wings may. bear : 
The midnight vigil he may keep, 
On thy tir'd ſenſe pour balmy ſleep ; 
Thy death-bed ſmooth, and pain allay, 
And guide thee to eternal day. 

To go where he is gone, prepare; 
Here all is woe, all bliſs is there: 
Count earth's beſt treaſure mould'ring duſt; 
Look up to God—him only truſt. 
: The vault expects thee—when, or how, 
None but the power ſupreme can know ; 
Perhaps this year demands thy clay; 


Perhaps this month—perhaps this day. 
| With 
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With patience wait the hour of fate, 

Death will attend thee, ſoon or late. 

| Let life's vain cares ne'er rack thy breaſt ; | 7 
But follow me, and thou art bleſs'd.” q 
| 1 heard and bow'd—The voice divine 
| Dwells on my ear—and I reſign. : 
| Believing one eternal God, 
Humble, I own, the chaſt'ning rod. 

Though dark his ways to human ſight, 


Shall not the judge of all do right? 
Lord! from my heart thus flows my pray'r ; 
On his bent knees thy ſervant hear; 
Henceforth from ſin, O let me ceaſe, 


Live innocent, and die in peace. 
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Fur CHRISTIAN WARFARE. 
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ORT ALS in conſtant tumults dwell; 
War with the world began: 
Satan and all the powers of hell 
Combine to ruin man. | 
Where ſhall we fly? whence ſuccours bring, 
But, Lord, from thy ſtrong arm? 5 
What but the ſhadow of thy wing, 
Can ſhelter us from ham? 
The buckler bring, the bow extend ; 
Graſp in thy hand the ſpear: 
While thou wilt deign to be our friend, 
No danger can we fear. 

No peſtilence that walks around, 
Panting the mid-day air ; 

No arrow of the night can wound, 


No hunter can enſnare. 


B O God 
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O God ariſe, ſhew us thy light; 
Our foes in ambuſh lie; 
Beneath Chriſt's banner let us fight, 
And ſin and death defy. | 
The robe of mercy let us wear; 
The ſword of juſtice wield: 
Salvation's helmet let us bear, | 
And, Faith, be thou our ſhield. 
Clad in heaven's armour bold we ſtand, 
Our footſteps ſhall not ſlide ; 
Tho' thouſands fall at our right-hand, 
Ten thouſand at our fide. 
But we'll go on from ſtrength to ſtrength, 
And ſongs of triumph ſing; 
Till glorious we aſcend at length 
The city of our king. 
There ſaints and martyrs conquerors dwell, 
Death's arrows broken lie ; : 
Sin is no more—o'er vanquiſh'd hell, 


The chriſtian flag waves high. 
| Where 
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Where King of terrors is thy ſting ? 
O grave, thy victory where ? 
Thus heaven's trump ſounds, the faithful fing, 


And reſt from toil and care. 


- 
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1 HE laſt embrace was given Alphonſo's eyes 
Fix'd on Amanda's form, whoſe tender care 

Cou'd near deſert her faithful lord, had beam'd 
Feebly their laſt farewell, and his cold lips 
Quiver'd with life's laſt breath. Sunk on his breait 
She wept her fate, 'till from the breathleſs clay 
Torn by her anxious friends, then wild with grief 
Sudden ſhe turn'd her eyes, where the fond nurſe 
Held in her trembling arms the beauteous babe, 
Alphonſo and Amanda's youngeſt hope, 
His head reclining careleſs on her breaſt, 
And lull'd to gentle ſleep—In horror fix'd 
Silent awhile the wretched mother ſtood, 
Gaz'd o'er the child, and wondered at her woes 
The ſtatue of deſpair— till the big tear 
Down her pale cheeks fell frequent, and reliey'd 


Her trembling heart, when thus ſhe ſpoke—Poor boy, 
f Sleep 
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Sleep o'er thee waves oblivion's friendly wand : 
Thou art unmov'd with this long train of woes; 
The folemn ſilence that now reigns thro” all 
Th' apartments of this houſe—th' officious friends 
Who wait, with ghoſtlike forms, upon my grief, 
Thy brothers who cling round me, with deep fighs 
Lifting their little hands to heav'n and lou 
In ſpeechleſs agony on me, and weep, 
And my diſtracted mind, affect not thee. 
Thy father breathes no more - Vet wrapt in eaſe 
Cherub of innocence thou doſt not feel 
What thou haſt; loſt in him, who in his arms 
So oft delighted held thee, while he form'd 
Thy ſpeech, or danc'd thee prattling on his knee, 
When loſt in joy he liſten'd to thy voice, 
And call'd it heavenly muſic to his heart 
Then preſs'd thee, and with tears of gratitude 
(His Eyes uplifted to the throne of heav'n) 
Thank'd his benignant God—a'thouſand arts 


Which happy parents only can invent 
Were 
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Were try'd to win thy love—Swift fled the hours 
While bleſs'd with thee—and peace fill'd all his foul. 
5 —Sweet are thy ſlumbers—ſtill the dimpled ſmile | 
Wont to enrapture thy fond father's heart, | = 


Plays o'er thy roſy lips—like yon bright ſun, 

(So my Alphonſo oft was heard to ſay) 

That darts from earſtern hills its chearful rays, 

Scattering the gloom of night ſleep on, dear babe, 

And may the pangs that rend thy mother's heart 
Nebler break thy reſt When, when ſhall I 

Sleep like this infant ?—Madneſs tears my brain; 

Periſh the hour that gave Amanda birth, BB 
Wrap it in darkneſs and the ſhades of death, 3 | 
When my rejoicing father heard theſe words, YI 


To thee, Alcanor, is a Daughter given. 
Henceforth let not the voice of Joy be known, 
Let no ſtar gild the ſolitary night, 
O blot it from the year—Why was I born? 
Why did maternal love, when firſt I breath'd 
This air, or hung upon the breaſt, prevent 


== 
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The dart of death? Why was I not diſmiſs'd 
To kindred duſt ?—Then I had been in peace. 
Then I had ſlept for ever, in the grave, 


That houſe of refuge, where the rich and proud 
Lie throng'd and undiſtinguiſh'd with the poor ; 
No tumults waken from his eaſy couch 

Th' unfetter'd priſoner, where the honeſt ſlave, 
Freed from obedience to a maſter's will, 

Hears not the oppreflor's voice, and tyrant power, 
Graſp'd by the cold tremendous hand of death, 
Can boldly lift its impious front no more. 

3 | There pain and ſorrows ceaſe—the weary there 
Are all at reſt and life's fierce ſtorm is paſt. 

A dagger's point would give a friendly blow. 

7 But ſee, Alphonſo mounted to the ſkies 

Z | He ſtops his rapid courſe—be bends to earth : 

3 ; Once more I hear him Stay, raſh woman, ſtay, 
3 | Forfeit not bliſs eternal, nor ruſh wild 

4 Into the preſence of thy angry God; 

| | Look on thy children—their imploring eyes, 

L | eir 


118 16. POEMS. 


— — — r 


— 


Their tender years demand a mother's care: 


In them thy lov'd Alphonſo ſtill may live. 
5 0 Thus he reveals the awful will of heav'n. 
The viſion fled—the mandate was obey'd ; 
The ſtorm of grief ſunk to a pleaſing calm; 
While in each graceful feature ſhe beheld 
Her lord renew'd, and form'd their opening mind 
With every virtue that adorn'd their fire : 
Alphonſo in his children lives—and bleſt 
Wl Amanda now enjoys the bright reward 
Of piety and duty well perform'd. 


— — — 


ill Thus in affliction's cup, which oft ſome fiend 

| ; In his dark cell prepares with mingled gall, 

i 8 And gives, rejoicing in diſtreſs and guilt, 

1 To earth's pale wretch, the angel who delights 
In mercy, haſtening from the throne of light, 

1 Throws, tho“ unſeen, the cordial that converts 
Each noxious drop to balmy medicine 

While patience, bright as Raphael from the ſky, 


Viſits our ſorrows, and with lenient hand | 
| Heals 
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Heals every bleeding wound—firm as a rock, 

On whoſe majeſtic ſides the ſea's white foam 
Beats harmleſs, patience, lov'd of heav'n can ſtand, 
Leaning on chearful hope, her meek-ey'd friend, 
Amidſt the wildeſt ſtorm, and dauntleſs hear 

Its hoarſe waves roar around, or look ſerene, 

Tho! lightnings blaze and the big thunders roll, 
O'er the wide ruins of a falling world ; 

While near her, crown'd with light, Religion ſits; 
And ſmiling offers to her brighten'd view 
Eternal glories in the gates of heaven, 

By immortality's fair hands unlock'd ; 

Where the full choir of angels with loud trumps, 
And golden lyres, unto the king of kings 
Who reigns for ever, ſound all honour, power. 
Wiſdom and blefling, in 1 ſongs 

Of triumph never ceaſing— To his will 

Let mortals then ſubmit, and humbly own, 
Tho' darkneſs veils th' alraighty ruler's ways 
As clouds awhile obſcure the mighty ſun, 

That God is wiſe—what ” ordains 1s right: 


18. POEMS. 


Written on the Death of Miſs BURTON, 


Who had fierform'd the Part of OR14naA, in the Comedy 
the INCONSTANT. 


F Or1axa, thy laſt ſcene is now oer, 
Thy ſmiles are all fled, and thy tears flow no more; 1 
No longer young Roſalind's wit charms the ear, | 
Or the graces, that ſparkle in Ruſport, appear : 
O'er the grave as ye paſs, gentle maids, give a ſigh, 
To ſuch worth the ſmall tribute ye cannot deny : 
Strew the flowers, and think thus all beauty muſt fade, 
Thus withers life's bloom— tis a dream—'tis a ſhade. 
Fou vou long ſhe ſtrove the weak flame to ſuſtain, 
For your pleaſure ſhe ſmil'd, and forgot all her pain ; | 
Drop a tear, and believe me, it will not diſgrace, 
It will give a new charm as it ſteals down the face ; 
Where ſilent and cold ſhe lies wrapt in death's ſleep, 
O'er the tale of diſtreſs, who once taught ye to weep; 
Nor 
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Nor frown haughty mortals, an oracle ſage, 
Great Shakeſpeare, has told us the world is a ſtage. 
We are all merely Play'rs, tis a truth, view this throng, 
Here is Comedy, Tragedy, Pantomime, Song. 
In frolickſome mood by the jocund and gay, 
Like a farce full of jeſt life is ſported away, 
Midſt muſic and feaſts pleaſure's children advance, 
And each day a high jubilee, laugh ſing and dance ; 
Here are Marplots, Scrubs, Wrongheads, and Brutes 

without rule, | 

And many, it muſt be confeſs'd, play the fool. 
While others, to Tragedy doom'd, ever ſtand, 


With the cup of affliction graſp'd firm in the hand, 


Tho! each ſcene big with horror, pale victims of care, 

Fix'd deep in the heart the keen dagger they bear ; 

Some love the gay ſun-ſhine, ſome court the thick made, 

While all are engag'd in one grand maſquerade. 

Not wealth or high birth can bright talents inſure, 

What may fly from the throne, the poor cott may ſecure, 
O'er 
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O'er the high and the low, heay'n ſcatters them round, 

And the gem ſhou'd be valued, where'er it is found. 

, Thro' life's buſy drama, learn to a& your parts well, 
And in the laſt ſcene ſtudy moſt to excell, 

That when death throws his dart, and the curtain ſhall 

| fall, | | 

A long and juſt plaudit may be given by all. 


_ 
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An ADDRESS TO Mrss WINNE, 


OF PLYMOUTH. 


N the gay room, where in aſſemblage bright 
The ſocial graces and the loves unite, 

Such as once fll'd Jove's court, as poets ſung, 

With ſounds of j joy when high Olympus rung, 

Where Juno with a mien majeſtic charm'd, 

And ſmiling Venus every boſom warm'd ; 

While Cupid ſported, Phœbus tun'd the lyre, 


And all the Muſes join'd the ſprightly choir; 


See where WiIVNE comes, fair as the Cyprian queen, 
On Ida's lofty hill by Paris ſeen; . 


When on her form the Shepherd fix'd his eyes, 


And ſhe all-conquering gain'd the golden prize. 
Three Goddeſſes did then in war aeg 


Dire in the war of beauty was their rage; 


More generous females grace our modern days, 


They only here contend who moſt ſhall praiſe, 
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The faireſt in the throng, where all are fair, 
Freely thy worth, reſplendent nymph, declare ; 


Thy elegance of form, and charm of face, 


Thy manners dignified, and artleſs grace: 
When in the courtly minuet you advance, 

' Or form the movements of the ſwifter dance, 
Light as young fancy, or the ſun's gay beam, 
That gilds the mountain's top, or dances on the ſtream. 
Thro' all the maze of life, where'er you bend 
Your ſteps, may harmony and joy attend ; | 
And when pale death ſhall—ſtart not gentle maid, OL 
For death will come, and that fair form will fade ; | BY | 
Late be the hour—and gentle be the dart— ® 
And may thy guardian genius ne'er depart; 


Spreading his ſilver wings divinely bright, 

May he then bear thee thro' the fields of light; 
On golden clouds thou ſhalt immortal riſe, 
And reign for eyer blooming in the ſkies.) 
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An AvDREss To Miss WINNE, 


On her dancing with the PxIix cx of Wa TRS and Pu WIILILAM, 
at the Long-Room, near Plymouth. 


0 
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| ) fi ancient times, with flights of fancy bold, 


The muſe 'twas deem'd oft truths prophetic told, 
And low each poet, at the ſacred ſhrine, 

T' inſpire his voice, ſtill aſks the power divine; 

I can no flowers from heights Parnaſſian bring; 

No laurel wreath I wear plain truth I fing. 

Pleas'd if that worth, which once has claim'd my lays, 
Gains by increaſing years increaſing praiſe ; 

If, while the ſong applauds the muſe's choice, 

It has the chorus of the public voice. 

Mark'd with high honours was th' auſpicious night, 
Ne'er on theſe weſtern ſhores was one fo bright, 
When with ſuch rays as circle Britain's throne, 
Three brothers with concordant aſpe& ſnone; 1 
Born 
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Born with ftrong powers in future times to {way 
A nation's welfare o'er the land and ſea; 
Sons of a Monarch, whoſe paternal care 
His happy people as his children, ſhare ; 
Sons of a conſort bleſt, in whom are ſeen 
Whate'er can grace a Mother and a Queen; 
Sent from heav'n's choir of harmory to ſhow, 

| On earth all virtues mortals here can know ; 
Thron'd in her form where eminently brighi, 
Wide o'er the world they ſpread the pureſt light 
Long in time's annals ſhall be told the hours, 
When betuty drew forth all her gay-rob'd pow'rs ; 
Arm'd with the ſmiles, thoſe ſwift and pointed darts; 
The keeneſt weapons made to conquer hearts; | 
While the eye feaſted on love's triumphs round, 
And the pleas'd ear with muſic's lofty ſound, 
When thou, moſt honour'd maid, of Devon's land | 
Led by a royal to a royal hand ; | 
Thro' the cloſe ranks didſt with nieek ſteps advance, 


To lead, with Britain's Heir, the graceful dance. 
| 1 
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Envy muſt then have felt a fatal wound” 
If in that circle envy had been found; a 
That fiend who loves to fit with frowning face, 
(Midſt the wild ruins of each blooming grace; 
With rude delight the faireſt flowers to tear, 
And blaſt thoſe honours which it cannot ſhare ;) 
The vanquiſh'd ſpoiler muſt have fled the fight, 
As ſpectres vaniſh at th' approaching light. | 
High rais'd attention's buſy curious eye, | 
Mark'd all thy ſteps, but not one fault could ſpy ; 
Diſcord was baniſh'd far—all join'd t'admire | 
Thy mien ſedate—thy elegant attire : 
With courtly dignity were then diſplay'd, 


The mildeſt charms of an Arcadian maid ; 


While modeſt nature's pencil ting'd thy face 

With morn's ſoft colours, height'ning every grace. 
So fair Aurora, with her golden key, 

Unlocks, as fame records, the gates of day: * 


D Such 
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Such was the key which late a ſpirit bleſt, 


(* The Muſes ſung) had plac'd upon thy breaſt, 


And virtue's temple open'd thus we view, 


Where various treaſures ſhine with luſtre true ; 
In a rich caſket a rich gem we find; 
In a bright Angel's form an Angel's mind. 


®* Alluding to ſome lines written on Mifs Weit wearing a gold key on her breaſt 
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An AnDREsSS SPOKEN BY Miss BROVNE, 


At the Theatre, in Plymouth, 27th Dec. 1785, after the Tragedy 
of Cato, which was performed, ; 


HE ſtorm is paſt—and free from all alarms, 

> No more I dread the claſh of hoſtile arms. 
Three hours I've been in a diſtreſsful ſtate, 
Trembling and weeping for young Juba's fate; 
Did he not aft with noble grace and ſpirit? 
You all, like Marcia, ſaw, and own'd his merit. 
How could I then the flowing tear reſtrain, 
When fear preſented that brave Juba ſlain? 
In theſe calm regions bleſt I now appear, 
Where—tho' 'tis winter, no rude blaſt we fear— 
Where friendſhip's breath fans, like the ſummer's gale, 
The opening flowers that bloom along the vale. 
With love of fame, whoſe muſic ſooths the great, 
None here can wonder little hearts ſhould beat ; 


Nor 
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Nor chide, if pleas'd and with ambition warm 

We ſtop awhile, and liſten to the charm. 

To guard young females from all ill, we read, 
Was once the valiant Knight's moſt ſplendid deed; 


No wild romantic notions have, this day, 


Led to theſe ſcenes the heroes of our play; 

Vet generous all have ſerv'd the ſame good cauſe, 
And gained, twas all they wiſh'd, your kind applauſe. 
Long have my parents felt your chearful aid, 

By me their thanks, with mine, to all are paid 
Some there have been, who when a ſtorm appear'd, 
Fled, for protection, to the tree they rear'd ; 

If you approve my plan in this eſſay, 

This I ſhall mark a great important day; 

Thoſe cares which now the parents heart engage, 

1 may repay in their declining age; 

Then on this arm repoſing—ſafe—and pleas'd 
They'll bleſs that power, which you this hour have 


rais'd, 
| An 


An EPILOGUE, SPOKEN By Miss HAaR7 ty, 


At the Theatre, in Plymouth, on the 29th Auguſt, 1785. 


———— — — 


Ab IES and Gentlemen—I trembling come, 
With anxious heart - flow ſteps — and almoſt 
dumb; 
While fear and joy this breaſt alternate ſway, 
As midſt dark clouds oft ſparkling ſun-· beams play; 
Excuſe my faults—if I, while thus diſtreſt, | 
Ill act that part which I would act the beſt ; 
When here | pay at gratitude's juſt call 
In no feign'd character, my thanks to all; 
Yet in this circle what have I to fear ? 
I ſee no foe—no critics frown ſevere ; 
While I ſurvey ſuch faces, I muſt wrong ye 
To think there's one il-natur'd ſoul among ye. 
To climb the hill, where fame's lov'd laurels grow, 
And gain a wreath which may adorn the brow ; 
The 
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PD 
The ardyous taſk all the mind's power demands, 
And claims protection from all friendly hands. 
In this the morn of my theatrick life, 
Where various dangers wait--and care—and ſtrife, 
As thro' the wilds and labyrinths I go, 


To laugh with Farquhar, or to weep with Rowe ; 


Varying the face, like April, with the Hours 


In ſmiles or tears, in ſun-ſhine or in ſhow'rs. 


Strength to my fteps you on the road impart, 


And warm, like heaven's bright power, the traveller's 


| heart. 


For all your favors to a ſtranger ſhewn, 


| The debt of gratitude I'll ever own, 


Till my laſt act on the world's ſtage is o'er, 


And in life's drama I am heard no more. 


Ar 
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An ADDRESS SPOKEN BY MASTER DREWITT, 


At the Theatre, in Plymouth, in the Year 1786, when the A 
gedy of Cato was perfurmed for the Benefit of the Poor. 


— —— 


RITONS, in arms and arts renown'd, have join'd | 


Taite—poliſh'd manners—and the liberal mind; 
Bold o'er the waves, or to the field they go, | 
And meet, undaunted, the inſulting foe. | 
They cruſh the haughty—but the ſuppliant ſave— 
Thus mercy ever marks the truly brave. 
The nobleſt pride, the moſt exalted praiſe, 
The higheſt triumph is, the fallen to raiſe. 
From toils of war we now avert our light, 
To view the works of peace with warm delight. 
What bleſt retreats from care this iſle ſupplies, 
What various piles magnificently riſe ! 3 
Sacred to charity who ready ſtands 
With fervent breaſt kind eye extended hands; 
To ope a thouſand gates for miſery's train 


No child of ſorrow there can ſue in vain. The 
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The friends of all mankind—with equal ſoul, 
Support the golden chain which binds the whole; 
Thro' which, whate'er can ſtrike a ſingle part, 

Is ſympathetic felt in every heart. 


Here charity, that heaven-deſcending pow'r, this ni ght, 


— — — — — — 


Comes ſmiling with a train of virtues bright; 

And can the heart a purer rapture know 

Than when it ſoothes and heals another's woe? 

When calm'd affliction ſings a cheerful ſtrain, 

| | What notes more pleaſing can the ear detain ? 

| When can the eye a finer luſtre wear, 

| Than while it ſparkles thro' a joyful tear ? 

| Taught by our friends in early years to know 

| What to humanity's ſtrong ties we owe ; 

All eager here to ſuccour the diſtreſt, 

| | Me came and are by bleſſing others — bleſt. 

5 And hope, when from theſe ſcenes we ſhall retire, 
Long to retain the virtues they inſpire ; 

| Thro' life's wide various paths to gain your praiſe, 


Buy acting well in all our future days. P 
1 | " 
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AN ADDRESS SPOKEN BY MISS BROWNE, 


At the Theatre, in Plymouth, 1786, after a Play performed for 
the Benefit of her Mother. 


— . — 


NCE from the claſh of arms, a Roman maid, 
In deep diſtreſs I hither fled for aid ; 
Nor could I flee to a more calm retreat, 
For here benevolence had fix'd her ſeat; 
Well my fad tale I might to thoſe impart, 
Who bear ſuch welcome in the eye and heart, 
Patient you heard me plead poor Marcia's cauſe, 
High was my triumph for you gave applauſe, 
Ev'n now the plaudit of that night I hear, 
Still the lov'd muſic vibrates in my ear; | 
No ſounds of ſweeter harmony we know, 
Than thoſe which from the public favor flow ; 
With various powers—lIt muſt be own'd by all 
Fame's filver trumpet charms both great and ſmall, 
E When 
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When with kind voice it plays the echo's part, 

And anſwers all the wiſhes of the heart. 

In tragic pomp no more I weep or ſtart, 

This night I act a plain, domeſtic part ; 

With no high language brought from ſtately Rome, 
But a ſhort artleſs leſſon taught at home. 

To all thoſe generous friends who now appear 

In this bright circle, I a meſſage bear; 

Sent by my parents—for their voice is weak, 

To expreſs their feelings—and by me they ſpeak, 
By me they thank you for each favor paſt, 
With joy o'er-power'd, they thank you for this laſt. 

Accept what moſt can prove the heart ſincere, 


Accept the tribute of a grateful tear. 


An 
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Ax AvDREss SPOKEN BY Miss BROVNE, 


At the Theatre, in Plymouth, in 1787, when a Play was perform'd 
| for the Benefit of her Mother, 


— ——l—_ -- 


HILE on the ſhore we liſten, oft we hear 

I ne diſtant tempeſt rage, with awful fear ; 
But when embark'd we view the ſky ſerene, 
When in bright order hills and vales are ſeen; 
When no rough wave diſturbs the peaceful ſea, 
But wide o'er all the wand'ring ſun-beams play ; 
Joyful we viſit every friend who ſtands 
Prepar'd to meet us with kind heart and hands ; 
On this, our ſea, where frequent ſtorms ariſe, 
When gloomy clouds fill thoſe theatric ſkies ; 
Oft hath th' adventurer, near yon dangerous coaſt, 


The pleaſing views of promis'd fortune loſt ; 


Deluſive hopes, which fancy's fickle pow'r 
Had wildly painted in her ſportive hour; 
With 
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With colours, like the rainbow's, bright and gay, 
And which as tranſient too, ſoon melt away. 
Beneath vour care, I here no danger knew, 
Safe all muſt be, who guarded are by you; 
Where duty calls, I haſten with delight, 
Here concord's temple opens on my fight ; 
Where cheerful friendſhip wide extends the hand, 
And candour's ſmiles with joy the heart expand ; 
Where not the Sculptor or the Painter's (kill 
Theſe walls with mimic forms of beauty fill; 
But in full harmony, in concert ſweet, 
The living virtues and the graces meet ; 
Strike pure affection's chords, and all combin'd 
Form the celeſtial muſic of the mind. 
No to thoſe pow'rs I bend, whoſe gentle gales 
Waft my light bark, and fill my little fails ; 
Indul gent oft you have a Daughter heard, 
Who anxious in her Parents cauſe appear'd ; 
The annual tribute, on this feſtive day, 


Our warmeſt thanks to all I come to pay ; 
8 Bleſt 
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Bleſt while I ſtrive, tho' I am weak and ſmall, 


To give ſome aid to thoſe who give me all; 

No ſorrow wounds them but what ftrikes this heart, 
No joy they feel, but where I bear a part; 

Yonder they ſilent ſtand—all words are vain, 


When tears the heartfelt gratitude explain. 


A Prologue 
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— —— 


A Prologue to the Opera of the Co rrac ER, 
SrokEN by Miſs RO $8, 


At the Theatre, in Plymouth, on the 22d of Au ſt, 1788, and on the 
57% of Sept. in the ſame Ye 


6 age trying hour is come !—with hope and fear, 


Anxious at this tribunal I appear ; 
But this fair court of juſtice when 1 . 
Think no harſh ſentence can be given by you. 
No hoſtile power is here no envious ſpy— 
But mercy gently beams from every eye. 
A little wanderer thro! the ample field, 
Where wit and humour plenteous harveſts yield, 
Hopes, if ſhe gleans ſome reliets, you'll excuſe 
The wild excurſions of an infant muſe ; 
Who, ne'er by treſpaſs, meant to give offence, 
To plunder or to ſteal—another's ſenſe; 
Yet has ne'er heard of bars or fences found 


To keep young rovers from poetic ground ; 
| Rl They, 
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They, who the muſe's Pegaſus can guide, 

Think o'er the world they may ſecurely ride, 
With full-wing'd ſpeed the courſers of the mind, 
Of birth etherial, free and unconfin'd ; 


O'er hills and dales, ſwift as the light'ning fy, 
And, like that power, can traverſe earth and ſky. 
Chains may confine the erring foot or hand, 

But o'er the active mind have no command; 

Yet in the courſe 'tis prudent to take breath, 
Not ride the Muſe's hobby-horſe to death. 

I aim not now to raiſe a lofty dome, 

Vying with ancient Greece or poliſh'd Rome ; 
No drums or trumpets ſound no troops engage, 
No heroine dies by my poetic rage; 

A humble cottage on this plain J rear, 

No guards but truth and innocence are here; 

No rooms of ſtate no poiſon'd bowl belong | 

To thoſe who cheer their labours with a ſong. 

[ can't with foreign viands entertain, | 


Or curious diſhes new from France or Spain ; 
Happy, 
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Happy, if not prepar'd with too much haſte, 


Such as I bring this night may pleaſe your taſte ; 
And if your ſmiles, which like the ſun-beams play. 
Shall gild my cottage with a cheerful ray ; 

If we can hear your kind approving voice, 

The grateful Cottagers will all rejoice : 

Muſic I ſummon now to aid my cauſe, 

But till the ſweeteſt will be your applauſe. 


An 


POEMS. 41. 


— — 
1 


An ADDREss SPOKEN By MR. BERNARD, 
At the Theatre, in Plymouth, on the Night of his Benefit, the 
29th of April, 1788. 


— —— —— == ö 


ks from the ſhore, where friendſhip's 
| pow'r | ot 
Hath oft with pleaſure fill'd the paſſing hour; 
They whom the chords of gratitude bind faſt, 
Will oft look back rememb'ring what is paſt. 
Who to the dangerous ſea theatric hies 
Finds various weather in theatric ſkies, 
Thro' fancy's glaſs once here a ſtorm appear'd, 
Some baneful influenza once we fear'd ; 
But from yon' point we ſoon beheld kind rays, 
Propitious omens of more happy days, 
Which ſpreading eaſt and weſt from every part, 
Diſpell'd the gloom, and warm'd the languid heart. 
The waves here ſink or riſe, as you deny, 
Or give the gale of fortune, low or high; 
N . Tho 
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All your paſt favors to the preſent join'd, 
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Tho” clouds obſcure the morn, none ſhould deſpair, 
Clear was our noon, our guardian powers were near, 
And the ſun ſets moſt bright which now I view 
Darting on me its golden rays from you. 

Next year to ſee theſe hills—theſe vales—this plain, 
Return'd, I hope, to anchor here again; 

By you protected I no danger fear, 

But fate thro” every ſtorm my courſe ſhall ſteer. 
Tho! abſent, oft I ſhall recall thoſe days, 

When you approv'd my anxious wiſh to pleaſe, 
Are treaſur'd in the volume of my mind ; 

There deep impreſs'd by gratitude's firm hand, 

The records on a faithful tablet ſtand ; ; 

And I'll not ceaſe theſe leſſons to repeat, 

While memory this globe can hold a ſeat. 


When I with lingering ſteps muſt ſay, farewell, 
My heart will feel what words muſt fail to tell. 


i 


A PROLOGUE 
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A PRoLocut To THE TRAGEDY of WERTER, 


Spoken by Mr. BERNARD, at the Theatre, Plymouth, 
AUGUST, 1789 


——ä— 


{IS night come protection to implore, 
For one who trembling ſtands at yonder door, 

'Tis a young female, who moſt humbly ſues— 
To ſuch a ſuppliant can you aid refuſe ? 
I told her, while I heard her frequent fi oh. | 
To kinder patrons we cou'd ne'er apply ; : 
Secure in this aſylum the might reſt, 
Where all were friends to innocence diſtreſt; 


All were, I knew, with eager eye inclin'd, 


Worth to diſcern—to trivial errors blind. 
An anxious mother, to whoſe mirth and ſong 
The public ear well pleas'd has liſten'd long ; 


A ſiſter, who your patronage oft knew, 


And now, tho' diſtant, ſtill remembers you; 
With 
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With grateful heart ſtill marks thoſe happy days, 
When you her cottage grac'd with liberal praiſe ; 
Commit this dau ghter—ſiſter—to your care, 
And hope ſhe may your kind indulgence ſhare. 
O'er Werter's ſorrows and his early bier, 

Oft drops the ſilent, ſympathetic tear; 

To few unknown hath been his hapleſs fate, 
And all who knew muſt pity Charlotte's ſtate. 
Then guard our Charlotte, who will ſoon appear, 
Support her with your hands —diſpel her fear. 
Tis nobler far to ſave than to deſtroy, 


Thus ſorrow's tears ſhall turn to tears of joy. 
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AN ADDRESS SPOKEN BY MR. BERNARD, 
AT THE THEATRE, IN PLYMOUTH, 
On the Night of his Benefit, 1789. 


— _—_—_— 


OY on roads dramatic all reſort, 
Where they, like Bees, may in the ſun-ſhine ſport, 

Like them induſtrious gathering every hour, 

From ſweet poetic gardens ſome fair flow'r ; 

Such as collected and in order plac'd, 

May pleaſe the curious eye, the poliſh'd taſte. 

With ſuch a texture as was never made, 

To ſeek the ſilent melancholy ſhade, 

We dread all ftorms—but ſuch as we can raiſe, 

From danger free, on our theatfic ſeas ; 

All thunder fear—but what yon' bell commands, 

Or ſuch as come from your approving hands; 

| Thoſe 
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Thoſe thunder claps the loudeſt—ne'er affright us, 
But mixt with light'ning from bright eyes delight us. 
Each ſpark the genius fires, the ſpirit rouſes, 
Which finks at whiſtling winds thro' empty houſes ; 
In every breeze ſqunds death-like ſtrike our ear, 
Till we the muſic of your voices hear ; 
Ev'n the poor ghoſts, who ſtalk with murder pale, 

| To a throng'd audience tell with joy their tale. 
In deſert plains, or hills high-capt with ſnow, 

No fruits or flow'rs to bright perfection grow; 
Amidiſt ſtrong chains of thick · ribbꝰd ice confin'd 
Chill'd is the heart and torpid grows the mind; 
From hands ungentle, or an angry eye, 1 
Our plants, all ſenfitive, wou'd ſhrink, and die. 
"Tis where the powerful ſun- beams widely play, 
All nature flouriſſies - ſtrong, bright and gay 1 4 
Where the mild Zephyr waves his ſilken wing. 
Whiſpering applauſe, we beſt can play or ſing. 
Such is this ſpot, while you around diſplag 
Th' enlivening powers of friendſhip's ſparkling lay; 

rr That 


p . 
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That ſun, where e'er it ſhines, can ſtrength impart, 
And with a tide of joy now fills my heart ; 

Thoſe generous friends whom I muſt leaye with pain. 
My memory grateful ever ſhall retain ; - 
Thoſe joys muſt ebb—but ſhall returning here, 


High with a ſpring-tide riſe again next year. 


To 


- 
Daaden — —— — — — — — ” 
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To DI. G EACH. 


&« Que circumvolitas agilis Thyma ? Non tibi —— 
e Ingentum, non incultum eſt.” 


— — —— 


ROM various forms, the Painter's art 
> Colletts whate'er can win the heart, 
Till in his work, with ſrill compleat, 
All the bright choir of beauty meet ; 
He ſteals the charms of Delia's face, 
Amanda's mein, Clarinda's grace ; 


_ _ Dimples in Czlia's cheeks that lye 


And ſparkling beams from Phœbe's eye; 
From Choſen nymphs array'd in view, 
Zeuxes thus Sparta's Helen drew. 

And thus your muſe on ſportive wing 
Of all that's beauteous loves to fing ; 
With Caroline can now begin, 


With Clement now and Mary Winn ; 


Hor. 


And 
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And on can range from flow'r to flow'r, 
Like th' active Bee in ſummer's hour, 
Collecting ſweets while tis your care 
From threatn'ing ills to guard the fair. 
High priviledge you claim, my friend, 
The couch of beauty to attend; 
With health and all her chearful train 
Vou come. to baniſh care and pain. 
Watch—and life's dying flame reſtore, 
Till gladdening ſmiles return once more, 
O'er thoſe pale cheeks, whoſe fading bloom, 
Seem'd deſtin'd only to the tomb. 
Adorn'd by health the nymphs revive, 
With finer tints than paint can give; 
Again they move with grace and try, 
Again the Light'ning of the eye; 
And we your right muſt own to praiſe, 
Theſe charms which you have help'd to raiſe; 
Nor let ſage phyſick's pomp diſdain 
To try the lyre's harmonic ſtrain: 

G Phebus, 
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Phœbus, the God, who medicine knew; 
Was God of verſe and muſic too; . 
Surrounded with ſo ſtrong a blaze, 
No wonder you with ardour gaze, 
And catch the flame and feel the darts, 
So that you wiſh to have three hearts; 
Nor ſhou'd light fancy aim t'accuſe, 
As if inconſtant was your muſe; | 

| Or rov'd too free Conſtant you are, 
Fix'd in admiring all that's fair; 
In life's wide round whate'er you find 
Of excellence, in face or mind, | 
Attracts and when the whole, or-part 


Is view'd, its ſplendor ſtrikes your heart ; 


The proud or vain you can't approve, 


But all who merit praiſe, you love. 


7s 
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To Miss F. 


OWERFUL are the charms that lye 


In ſweet ſounds of harmony; 
Orpheus, by perſuaſive ſong, 
Drew the hills and rocks along. 
High roſe the Theban wall and high'r, 
When Amphion touch'd his lyre; 
Strains melodious floating round, 
All appears enchanted ground ; | 
O'er the bounds of earth we fly, 
And enraptur'd claim the ſky. 
See, yon caſtern lamp of day 


Drives the clouds of night away, 


O'er green vales, and mountains bright. 


Wide diffuſing chearful light; 
Muſic's pow'rs thus controul 
All the paſſions of the ſoul, 


And 
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And pale ſorrow's friends expel 
From their dark and dreary cell ; 
O'er the face and o'er the heart 
Pleaſures ſteal, while cares depart ; 
By briſk dance or warbled lay, 
Swift the ſpectres flit away; 
Muſic with enchantments ſtrong, wk 
Aids the Poet's varied ſong ; 
Fires to noble deeds the brave, 
Calls to reaſon paſſion's ſlave; 
Tames the ſavage, calms the breaſt ; 
is the mind's delicious feaſt: 
'Tis the ſoothing voice of love, 
Grateful to the pow'rs above ; 
| From celeſtial coneord flow 
All the joys we feel below. 
Mortals bleft, thrice bleſt are they 

Who are tun'd to harmony; 
There ſweet ſmiling peace we find, 
Thron'd within th' immortal mind. 


— Tyrant 
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Tyrant rage ſhe holds in chains, 
Mild and nobly free ſhe reigns; 
Round her palace gay and bright 
High emblaz'd with hallow'd light, 
Tides of joy flow ever clear, 
There no ſtorms, no clouds appear; 
While midſt glory's ſilver ray, 
Sun-ſhine of eternal day; 
Gratitude with ſparkling eyes, 
Views the pow'r beyond the ſkies; 
Whence each perfect gift deſcends, 
Wafts his praiſe, and lowly bends. 
But thrice wretched they are found, 
Whom eternal diſcords waund ; 
Who, untun'd, know no repaſe, 
Labouring with a weight of woes; | 
Wrapt in the arms of wild deſpair, 
To all the haggard train of care, 
Io envy, rage, or ſpleen a prey. 


Beneath black melancholy's ſway. 
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Ve tyrants ne'er my fancy haunt, 
e Dæmons hence, vile forms avaunt. | 
Ev'n the muſe with cypreſs crown'd, 
Bleeding with a heart-felt wound; 
Who pierc'd by grief's keen dart had long 
Forgot the Ivre, the verſe and ſong; 
Who loves thro” nobler worlds to trace 
The gentle mind, the form's ſoft grace, 
That beam'd in her who once was mine,“ 
But ſnatch'd from earth to bliſs divine. 
Her ſongs harmonious now rene ws, 
In yon” bright realms - the penſive muſe 
smiles when fair Selina ſings. . 
When ſhe ſtrikes th' according ſtrings ; 
When good humour, void of art, 
Wiſdom's gift inſpires her heart. 

Lovely maid, Selina, ſtay, '// 4 + #1 W. 
1 demand no long delay; | 


: 
- 


22 Written after the Death of a Daughter. 


* 
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Deign the muſe's voice to hear, 4 
Breathing ſoft a friendly pray'r. 

O'er life's ſea may gentle gales, 
Waft thy bark, and court thy fails ; 
Fragrant gales as love to play,- 
O'er the banks of flow'r-ſtrew'd May. 

Happy ſpirits, all around, 
With unfading roſes crown'd, 
From the heav'nly heights deſcend, 
In your ſaphire cars attend ; 
Bid the waves their tumult ceaſe, 


Let no ſtorm diſturb her peace. 


Chaplets weave, prepare the flowers, 
Jocund bring the ſmiling hours; 
Golden lyres and choral ſong, 

As the veſſel glides along. 

Wide your purple wings extend, 

And from every ill defend 

This young blooming charge, confeſt - 
Venus by the graces areſt, 


Till 


Triumph over death and time.“ 
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Til but late may be that hour, 


When ſhe views th' eternal ſhore ; ö 
The awful choir of Heav'n ſhall meet 
And lead her to the ſtarry ſeat, 

Where the bleſt on thrones ſublime, 


PO EMS. 37 


On SE EIN BERRY CASTLE. 


— 2 — 


N tuneful verſe or powerful proſe, 
Who can in language fit diſcloſe 


The charms which round yon caſtle meet, 


Where all is graceful, all is great ? 


Shall then my muſe with feeble ſtring, 


In Berry's ſhades attempt to ſing ? 

I faulter—and to ſhades ſublime, 

On heights parnaſſian cannot climb; 

Yet memory's pencil oft ſhall draw, 

The venerable ſcenes I ſaw: 

The landſcape wide—the hills that riſe 
Lifting their proud heads to the ſkies ; 

The gate high arch'd-—the threatning wall, 


Which yet old time torbids to fall, 


Which ſtrong and bold in war's dire hour, 


Brav'd the rough ſtorm of hoſtile pow'r ; 


H The 


58. | OM. 
The turrets tall, with ivy bound, 


Which twines the mouldering ſtructure round, 


As a kind ſon extends his arm 
| To fave a father's age from harm ; 
Here ſwift-wing'd fancy Tong might rove, 
Oer verdant dale and ſhady grove ; 
See ſtrong-ey'd Phoebus, God wn Gay, 
15 Dart over all his ſplendid ray; 5 | 
Or at night's ſolemn midnight hour, 
Can bid ſtrange forms by magic pow'r. | 
Majeſtick riſe, who glide an jd. 
Or liſten to the aerial ſong ; ; 

High warbled—while ſweet muſic's ſtrain 
Harmonious floats o'er hill and plain : 
When pale fear ſtarts with haggard eyes, 
Stands fix d and loſt in wild ſurprize; 

Or ſtarting thinks the homage low, 

The trees with all their branches bow ; 
And voices ſtrange to human ear, DD 
Seems thro” the ruſtling leaves to hear; 


While 
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59, 


While the moon pours her trembling beam, 


Thro' each cavern, o'er each ſtream; 
Awe-ftruck amidſt the piles I ſtood, 
And all the honor'd relicks view'd. 

Here was the hoſpitable-door | 

Which open'd wide—now ſeen-no more ; 
Here was the hall where ſocial, gay, 
Friends once have met—enjoy'd.the day; 
They ſat and talk'd with cheerful vein, 
And parting wiſh'd to meet again: 

Long have the owner and. the gueſt , 
In hallow'd cells been laid to reſt; | 
Where friendſhip's chords lie broken all, : | 
And thus all mortal power muſt fall. 
Nice ſenſibility attend, ? 

Thou direful foc, thou pleaſing friend; 
With generous boſom now draw nigh, 
And o'er the ruins give a ſigh; 

Come tearful pity muſing deep, 


Lean on theſe monuments and weep ; 


While 
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60. POEMS. 

— 
While birds who love the mournfnl ſtrain, 
Shall o'er time's wreck with thee complain; 
But now to gloom I bid adieu, 
Turn fancy to a livelier view; | 
See yonder where a fairy throng, 
Revelling, laughing, trip along ; 
A merry train, with Mab their queen, 
Dancing by moon-light on the green; . 
Or in light chariots drawn they go, 
The wheels hurt not the flow'rs below. 
Now fancy o'er an ampler field 
Might range around—but I mult yield. 
Scenes wild and great as theſe demand 
A Maſter's, like a Shakeſpeare's hand; 
That honour'd bard— that heaven-taught man, 
Beſt knew to draw all nature's plan. 
Of gentleſt mien, with ſoul of fire 


lle comes, and awe-ſtruck I retire. 


The 


The following Lines were ſhoken' by Mr. BERNARD, in 
the Year 1789, among other ger in a Diſſertation on 
H. ee | 


0, 4 * 
— — ; — 


UR Pegaſus, which in full ſpeed you ſee, 
We hope will long the Plymouth hobby be; 


Which now o 'er tragic, now o'er comic ground, 


Runs every night with limbs and fpirits ſound. 
Amidit our various joys there's one delight, 


The trueſt—beſt—in which all ranks unite; 


A noble ſtruggle here has been to prove 
Who beſt could ſhew a loyal nation's love; 
Here ardent all, with one conſent, one voice, 
To meet and hail a King reſtor d, rejoice; 
Long life and health may Heaven to him impart, 
Who lives, who reigns again, in wer” heart. | 


Written | 


62. POEMS, 


DIE DE. es 


ritten on the DE4 TH of Two SISTFRS, 


One of whom died of 2 Conſumption and the other ſoon 


afterwards of a Fever, 


„ 
een Fg 


N Death's ſoft ſleep embrac'd two ſiſters reſt, - + 
Here, where no ſorrow, can diſturb the breaſt; 

When the firſt funk with ſlow. conſuming, pain, 
The laſt life's: fever cou d. not long ſuſtain. 
Fair flowers of earth, too weak to bear the ſtorm, 
That can awhile nature's: beſt works deform. 
They fell—but tho remoy'd from human view, 
The mind's fond eye can ſtill their forms purſue ; 
Rais'd in eternal bloom to Heaven's pure ſky, 
Again they liye;, where they no more can die. 
No power did. cer the ſiſter's love divide, 
Together as.they.liy'd—they. faithful died ; 


And ts, thoſe friends whoſe hearts with theirs were 
2 twin'd, 


Soft whiſpering n they ſooth the penſive mind; 


Thus 


——— — — m 


Thus in the hours for contemplation made, 

They ſolemn ſpeak, amidſt night's awful ſnade. 
Weep not for thoſe who from their labours reſt, 
Come, when Heav'n calls, refign'd, and here be bleſt : 
Religion guides you to the ſeats prepar'd, 

Where all the good will find a full reward: 

Come, join our choir, and ſing with ceaſeleſs breath, 
The joyful Tong of triumph over death. 1. 
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: On hearing the Sone from the MEsS14H, » 
og? | 2 5 5 St 
| I know that my Redeemer liveth,” u 
| 5 Fe 
; CLI 2% 
| | . b D 
HUS the redeem'd, to Heav'ns high King, * 
Amidſt the choir immortal ſing 1 
| Hymning with melody's ſweet breath, f 
E The ſong of triumph over death. # 
Religion's voice, thus ſtrong and clear, " 
| 1 


Holds in ſoft chains attention's car ; 
While truth perſuaſive wins the ſoul, _ 53 
And can the wildeſt rage controul. 

© Mortals on wings of rapture riſe, 
With contemplation to the ſkies.” 

| | A tribute to your merit due, 

| = A See rapture's tear I pay to you. 

OO —And 'twas no falſe, no mimic Art, 


_*Twas the true leſſon of the heart; 
5 : When 
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When as you heard the tale of grief 
You figh'd—you ran and gave relief ; 
Strove to reſtrain a widow's tear, 
Who ſudden ſaw a huſband's bier ; 
Food to a helpleſs child to give, 
Doom'd on a fatal day to live; 
When firſt he ſtrove to draw life's breath, 
The father gave his laſt to death. 
'Tis ſacred pity warms the breaſt, 
And prompts to viſit the diſtreſt; 
Tis harmony's ſeraphic lyre, 
That thus her daughters can inſpire ; 
Taught while ſoft tears of pity flow, 
The joys of Heay'n on earth to know, 
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66. | POEMS. 


On Mrs. Go Es deharture From Plymouth to Ireland. 


Sans ye rude winds, and blow ye gentle gales, 
With breath auſpicious fill the opening fails £ 

While from this iſle, o'er yon wide-ſwelling ſea, 

A ſacred charge the veſſel bears away; 


Where grace and beauty, dignity and love, 


Around her moving, every charm improve. 
May the celeſtial powers, high- favour'd Gore, 
Protect and guide thee to Hibernia's ſhore. 


There led by him, whoſe worth fame ſpreads around, 
In pleaſing chains, whom Hymen's hand has bound. 


May you meet joy — and may her happy train 
Wait on thy ſteps, and conſtant gueſts remain. 
Awhile the ſun withdraws its roſeate light, 
And ſetting leaves us in the ſhades of night ; 
But only ſets to riſe, and chearful pour 


Its equal influence o'er another ſhore ; 5 
. 5 tl 


St 
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Still will return with undiminiſh'd ray, 

And bring, to glad our ſight, again the day, 

Thus to thoſe friends who will thy abſence mourn, 
What hour wing'd time appoints, may'ſt thou return 
To thy companions all, and kindred fair, 

Who now, like ſtars, adorn our radiant ſphere; 

And to thy parents, who ſhall hear thy voice 

Again with rapture—then ſhall all rejoice. 
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68. : | POEMS. 


An > DONG by Mi DrippEt ar, 


Under Four Yrars of Acx, 
At the Theatre, in 8 88 after the Play of the Tempeſt. 


— — 
S all ſafe now ?—I think I can diſcover 
While I look round, the tempeſt is quite over; 
I'm told ſome ſpirits ſtrange have given alarm, 


I hope you are all well—and fate from harm. 


In a fond father's cauſe I came one day, 


And his commands with pleaſure I obey. 
You then were very kind I now attend 
To try my little {kill to ſerve a friend. 
And I muſt own the truth, tis very plain, 


I wiſh'd to ſee your faces once again, 


I know I'm ſafe while you protect me here, 
And hope to ſee you all another year ; 
I ſhall be taller then—but ſhort or tall, 


Ii do the beſt I can to pleaſe you all— 


Here's magic power—T ſee it kindly dart, 

*Tis in your eyes—and ſtrikes with joy my heart. 
And while on me you condeſcend to ſmile, 

This place, I think, is the enchanted iſle, Written 
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Written on hearing that Miſs MAXWELL wore a Crofs, 


and that ſhe ſung divinely. 
— — 


H thou! whoſe form can next to Gore's invite, 


The muſes lay, and fiz the wand'ring fight ; 


Say, Maxwell, was the croſs you wear deſign'd 


By its pure brilliant rays to mark thy mind? 

Or did Cecilia, to whoſe art belong 

The lyre's ſoft ſounds, and all the grace of ſong, 
From Heaven deſcend, thy bright aerial guard, 


Hear thy ſweet ſongs, and give thee this reward ? 


— — — 


Thus arm'd go on—No danger can be near, 


Where beauty, grace, and harmony appear; 
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Go with theſe radiant ſigns and conquer ſtill, 
Secure ſhall be thy ſteps from every ill, i” 
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70. POEMS. 


— ee eee ETS 


VERSES ON 4 Fain 'n. 


—ͤ— 


FT of yon ocean, big with rage and ſtrife, 
Are ſeen the wrecks of fortune and of life; 
Here ſtreams, as Aganippe's, pure and flow, 
Bring health and plenty's bleſſings as they flow ; 
In rural ſhades, far from care's galling chains, 
Free roves th' unfetter'd mind where nature reigns : 
Well then true worth did Cincinnatus know, 


Buy Rome's ſtrong voice, call'd from the farm & plough 


To rule the ſtate With honeſt, firm intent 

To quell his country's foes, he anxious went ; 
That done—he ſcorn'd ambition's ſplendid train, 
And ſaw with joy his farm-and plough again. 


In fragrant groves gay Horace pleaſure found, 
And all his cares in deep oblivion drown'd ; 
There poliſh'd ſcience, Pliny's hours employ'd, 
There Tully eaſe with dignity enjov'd ; 


Sweet 
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Sweet were the ſtrains which on the pipe were heard, 


Midſt corn, vines, herds and bees, from Mantua's bard ; 


The flow'r ſtrew'd plain, the high majeſtic hills, 

The humble valley, and the murmuring rills ; 

The muſes calm delight in every age, 

Have been admir'd and loy'd by every ſage; 

And where theſe trees, theſe hills, theſe ſtreams appear, 


Know peace, content, and real bliſs dwell there. 
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3 25 POEMS. 


On ſeeing feveral Drawings by Miſs FANSHAWE, and 
reading the lines comfuoſed by her during a danger ous 

bl neſs, the fo-lowing lines, which the Author thinks 

imſerfect, were written. | 
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| = © 2a ESE are no common arts, ſuch ſtrength combin' d, | 
g . With happieſt eaſe, marks her accompliſh'd mind; | 
| More than high birth can claim, or wealth beſtow, 72 5 
it 195 Nature's beſt gifts are hers from Heaven they flow. | 


Here the ſoul's powers, like the beſt ſun-beams ſhine, | 
Collect and dart their rays thro! every line. 
When ſummon'd hence, ſhe late with ſhorten'd breath, 
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And with low ſteps came near the gates of death; 
Where midſt dark clouds and ſhadowy forms ſhe lay, 
ll Waiting the dawn of an eternal day ; 
ll. Fair ſcience often heay'd the painful figh, 
Oft fell the facred tear from friendſhip's eye; 
Religion often fear'd her hallow'd fire, 
Might by the World's deſiruttive blaſts expire; 
| And 
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And for her health, whoſe gentle pious care, 
Watch'd the pure flame, ſhe breath'd the frequent 
Fray'r; 

The parent trembling knelt, and pale with fear, 
Seem' d the laſt word, and the laſt ſigh to hear: 
Death ſeem'd to ope the Lomb, prepar'd to ſtrike, 
Sharp'ning the dart which levels all alike ; 

But mercy, moſt loy'd angel of the ſky, 

Who loves to ſave, rais'd her bright arm on high, 
And ſtay'd the blow—the tyrant's threats were vain, 
And Fansnaws to this world was given again. 
To trace all characters on life's wide ſtage, \ 
Correct their manners, and reform the age; 

But the moſt perfect that can here be known, 
Muſt be that mind which is moſt like her own, - 
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On ſeeing - Miſs HILL on the Stairs, at the Mayoralty 
Heuſe, with two liglued Candles, on the Day of the 
Mayor's Feaft, 29th Sept. 1796. | 
IS is no torch of diſcord which you bear, 
Wich ſuch a ſiniling face, and modeſt air; 
Not the wild flame which Helen cou'd employ, 


When ſhe deſtruction wav'd ver hapleſs Troy; 
Thou chaſte as Dian, and as bright doſt riſe, 


Whoſe filver lamp illumes and rules the ſkies; 
The clouds diſpel from the dark brow of night, 


And thus you bring a gentle, generous light ; 


Like her you come—o'er all a luſtre pour, 


And aid with thoſe pure rays, the feſtal hour : 


Thus good and fair, may you be ne'er diſtreſt, 


But in life's feaſt enjoy whate'er is beſt. 


By Hymen's torch to his bright altar go, 
Led by love's hand, and every bleſſing know. 
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Written at the Age of Eighteen. 


H ! ever! thou, my ſoul incline, 


To praiſe that gracious power divine, 

Who'Tckind parental care, 

Leads me thro' youth's bewilding ſcene, 
In every danger ſteps between, 

And breaks each hidden ſnare. 
Whoſe bounty all my wants ſupply, 
Regarding with indulgent eye, 

He hears and grants my prayer ; 
He gives me all I aſk of wealth, 
Content he gives me too, and health 

His mercy bids me ſhare. 

And thou my conſcious heart aſpire, 
With energy to ſtrike the lyre, 

The grateful ſong to raiſe ; 

Let every ſtring in concord join, 
Each power of harmony combine, 


To celebrate his praiſe, _ 0 bg HO 
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78. POEMS. 


On 4 Coultrey RETIREMENT. 


LE POST eee 
AIL, happy, rural, ſweet retreat, 
Prefer'd to gilded rooms of ſtate, 
No longer charms to me; 
Let me, beneath yon ſhade reclin'd, 
With ſoul ſerene, and thoughts reſfign'd 
Enjoy content with thee : 


That ſweet content, that's ſeldom found, 
Amidſt the gay, fantaſtic round | 


In circles of the great; 
Where envy, malice,” pride and ſtrife, 
The banes of ſocial joys of life, 


Their various ills create. 


| While here obtrude no anxious cares, 


No racking doubts, no ſervile fears, 
The happier thoughts moleſt; ; 
But peaceful glide the TOY WOO: 
In innocent obſcurity, ' 2 5 
All calm within my breaſt. 


What 


POEMS. 
What joy to trace the ſilent groves, 
Which wiſdom's ſacred ſpirit loves, 
Where contemplation dwells : 
Which aids the ſoul in'noble flight, 
On fancy's wings, to realms of light, 
And paſſion's miſt diſpels. 
There no tumultuous thoughts ariſe, 
Nor pants the heart for abſent joys, 
With every want ſupply'd; 
By that ſupreme all-bounteous pow'r 
| Which feeds the birds, and cloaths each flow'r, 
In gay luxuriant pride. | 
Such is the place, if I might chufe, 
Retir'd where I'd invoke the muſe, 
Nor envy's ſhafts wou'd fear; 
Too low for that wou'd be my fate, 
Too happy for contempt my ſtate, 
Thus free from every care. 
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30. | | POEMS. 


NOME, heavenly hope! be thou my gueſt, 
Come pour thy balm into my breaſt, 
And calm the tumult there; 
Forbid the fruitleſs tears to flow, 
Forbid the heart o'er-charg'd with woe, 
Forbid it to deſpair. 


;? 


Oh! let me on thy pinions ſoar, 


The bliſsful region to 2 
And radiant crowns receive. 
When freed from earth and cumb rous clay, 
Their great Creator they ſurvey, | 
And in his preſence live: 
Oh ! there I ſee my children ſtand, 
Amidſt the bright celeſtial band, 


The ſtarry throne around ; 155 


Already 


POEMS. 
— —___ 
Already taught the ſongs divine, - 
That Angels ſing! with them they join, 
And ſwell the glorious ſound. 
Oh holy! holy! King of Kings! . 
And Lord of Lords reply the ſtrings, 
Of every golden lyre ; 
Before thy majeſty we bend, 
Our Father, Saviour, God, and Friend, 
Who all our joys inſpire. 
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On Seeing Miss BuRTon, in the Part of ORIANA, in the 
INCONSTANT, 0 
At the TazaraE, in PLenoutn. | 
— . — 
AY the fair Oriana, whoſe excellent ſkill 
Can play with the paſſions, and lead them at 
So charming in madneſs, ſo pleaſingly gar, 


That our ſmiles and our tears her commands mult obey. 


May this girl of my heart all her wiſdom obtain, 


If ſhe loves, may the youth be a true-hearted ſwain ; 
Not a Mirable, {kill'd to deceive, who would fly, 
While he laughs at the contract, to ſhun the ſoft tye; 


On the ſtage of the world, who would torture her heart, 


To feel all thoſe paſſions ſhe feigns with ſuch art; 
Nor a rover, as Farquhar's light fancy could draw, 
But who faithful and ſteady to honor's fi'xd law, 


Will her conſtant affection repay with ſuch love, 


As no ſickneſs, no abſence, no years can remove; 
With 
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With a flame that will brighten as time rolls away, 
And will ne'er be extinguiſh'd in beauty's decay; 
Whoſe mind fraught with candor, and friendſhip, and 
truth, 18 0 | 
Will eſteem her in age, who has charm'd him in youth. 
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84. POEMS. 


On THE DEATH os Miss BURTON. 
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"qua D are thoſe eyes, which once'cou'd joy impart, | 
The faithful mirrors of a feeling heart ; 
Where every pang that ſtruggl'd in her breaſt, 
And every gentle paſſion ſtood confeſt. 
O'ercaſt by death's dark cloud, they ſhine no more, 
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Burton's ſhort part on life's vain ſtage is o'er. 
Great Shakeſpeare's awful ſhade rejoic'd to find, 
And hail'd her in his favorite Roſalind ; < 
He bade her ſtill the arduous taſk purſue, 
And pointed out Fame's manſion to her view; 
Thither, my child, he crv d, thy footſteps bend, | 
Tho! high the ſummit, fear not to aſcend ; 
il With ſmiles benign, the ſage then led the way, 
She bow'd, and follow'd, eager to obey ; ; 
She gain'd the ſteep, had almoſt reach'd the dome, 


When death's ſtrong dart e her in the tomb. 
Ah! 
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Ah! what avail'd the graces nature gave, 
Juſt ſeen, admir'd—then loſt within the grace! 
That art by liberal genius kindly taught, 
Which added beauties to the poet's e | 
That charming ſenſibility” and eaſe, L 8 -þ 
That happy form, and" every pow'r r to Heals; 1 
All were too weak to guard her from the blow, 
Or ſooth to pity the relentleſs foe.” e 
Vet, cruel tyrant, tranfierit 18 thy pow, | 
Th' immortal föüf Gi thy Afar hour; 
Call'd from the tomb, ſee Burton's s ſpirit rove 
In realms of light, thro ſcenes of pureſt love. 
From Seraph's' Slips the learns a nobler ſong PO : 
Than ever warbled Gef Sur Sti akeſpeareꝰs tongue. 
And by her God fcufed foi pain and woe, 
Looks down with pity on the World Below. 
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POEMS. 


On hearing ſome Gentlemen talking very loud at a Concert. 
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* hs poets, of a. 
We have often been told. 
What pow'r muſic had on the brutes ; ; 
If it touch'd but their ear, 
It would ſtop their career, 
To liſten to ſoft breathing flutes. 
But the brutes of our time, 
Neither muſic nor rhime, 
Can perſuade on their charms t' dad; 
"They ſo well bred and wiſe, . 
Wou'd prefer their own noiſe, 


Tho' Apollo ſhou d deign to deſcend. 


5 


A RIDDLE. 


# 


W 


ELL me, ye fair, if any of you can, . | 
What ſpecies I belong to, leſs than man: 
Search and in me ſome properties you'll find, 


Expreſſive of the intellectual mind. 


I am the muſes and the lovers friend, 

Much of my time in aid of both I ſpend; 

I can add luſtre to the brighteſt eyes, 

Create the ſmile, or prompt the heart-felt fighs; 
As quickly too can raiſe a mental ſtorm, 

And nature's faireſt work with rage deform ; 

I'm often known to chaſe away deſpair, 

And from the anxicuadien baniſh care; 

Then take, without deſign, a traitor's part, 


And daggers plant in many a worthy heaat ; 
While ſome by me obtain both wealth and fame, 


Others meet ruin, miſery, and ſhame : 


/ Perhaps 


3 Perhaps you think that I'm a wicked elf; 
No, when alone, I'm harmleſs as yourſelf : 
| I mean no good nor ill. am void ot art, 
i Vet pain and pleaſure give to every heart. 


A SONG 
| | | 
l 4 
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H! ſtay my ſweet pilgrim, I'll quickly be ready, 
To follow thy fortune, both faithful and ſteady ; 
Thy footſteps I'll follow wherever they lead, 
O'er mountains, thro' deſerts, in ſun-ſhine or ſhade. 
On thy lover, Oh! let thy bright eyes ever ſhine, 


Who a crown, if he had one, for thee wou'd reſign. 


As we journey near mountains all cover'd with ſnow, 


: Amidſt the thick clouds that deſcend as we go, 


['Il uſe all my pow'rs to defend thee, my fair, 
From every rude blaſt of the keen piercing air. 
On thy lover, Sc. 
And at night, for my charmer, my mantle I'll ſpread, 
And my: boſom fo faithful, ſhall pillow thy head; 
I will wake while you ſleep to keep danger apart, 
And the pure flame ſhall warm thee that glows in my 
heart. 
On thy lover, Oh! let thy bright eyes ever ſhine, 


Who a crown, if he had one, for thee wou'd reſign. 
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O CONTEMPLATION. 
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OME, ſweet Cherub, Contemplation, 


To my weaken'd mind impart, 


Peace, and cheerful reſignation, 


To my fainting, panting heart. 


Tho' my frame is worn with anguiſh, 


Tottering, ſinking in decay, 
Let my mental powers not languiſh, 
Nor my boſom feel diſmay. | 
Why ſhould death's approach affright me? 
Death that ends all human woe, 


Opening proſpects that delight me, 


When I quit this world below. 
When my ſpirit diſencumber'd, 
To the realms of light will ſoar, 


Joining with the bleſt unnumber'd, 


My Creator I'll adore. 


Love 


Love and gratitude inſpiring, 
I'll my voice in concert raiſe; 
All poſſeſſing, nought deſiring, 
But to ſing Jehovah's praiſe. 
While his wonders I'm ſurveying, 
Mighty worlds in order roll, 
Their Creator's laws obeying, 
Subject all to his controul. 
Rapt in joy and admiration, 
I'll repeat the grateful ſong, 
Glory, praiſe, and adoration, 
To the King of Kings belong. 
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THE mould'ring frame below, to duſt conſign'd, 
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Of him with whom ſhe ſhared a heart and name, 
Here ſhares with her th' Almighty's awful doom, 


| Sleeps near her aſhes, and partakes her tomb. - 


Far above human praiſe his virtues riſe, 


Their true memorial is beyond the ſkies. 
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